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disclose it, now that they were once more on their ancient con-
fidential footing: the other long endeavoured to ward off the
friendly prayer; but at last he exclaimed : " Well, be it so; thy
will be done! Thou shalt know all; but cast no reproaches on
me after, should the story fill thee with inquietude and horror.''

They went into the open air, and walked a little in a green
wood of the pleasure-grounds, where at last they sat down; and
now the Tannenhiiuser hid his face among the grass, and, with
loud sobs, held back his right hand to his friend, who pressed it
tenderly in his. The woe-worn pilgrim raised himself, and began
his story in the following words :

"Believe me, Wolfsburg, many a man has, at his birth, an
Evil Spirit linked to him, that vexes him through life, and never
lets him rest, till he has reached his black destination. So has
it been with mo; my whole existence has been but a continuing
birth-pain, and my awakening will be in Hell. For this have I
already wandered so many weary steps, and have so many yet
before me on the pilgrimage which I am making to the Holy
Father, that I may endeavour to obtain forgiveness at Eome. In
Ms presence will I lay down the heavy burden of my sins; or fall
beneath it, and die despairing."

Friedrich attempted to console him, but the Tannenhauser
seemed to pay little heed to what he said; and, after a short
while, he proceeded in the following words: " There is an old
legend of a Knight who is said to have lived many centuries ago,
under the name of the Trusty Eekart. They tell how, in those
days, a Musician issued from some marvellous Hill; and, by his
magic tones, awoke in the hearts of all that heard him so deep
a longing, such wild wishes, that he led them irresistibly along
with his music, and forced them to rush in with him to the Hill.
Hell had then opened wide her gates to poor mortals, and enticed
them in with seductive music. In boyhood I often heard this
story, and at first without particularly minding it; yet ere long
it so took hold of me, that all Nature, every sound, every flower,
recalled to me the story of these heart-subduing tones. I cannot
tell thee what a sadness, what an unutterable longing used to
seize me, when I looked on the driving of the clouds, and saw
the light lordly blue peering out between them; or what remem-
brances the meadows and the woods would awaken in my deepest
heart. Oftentimes the loveliness and fulness of royal Nature so
affected me, that I stretched out my arms, as if to fly away with